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clus, of the noble Antilochus, and ofAias, who in stature and in
manly grace was second to none of the Danaans but the flawless
son ofPeleus. It was the soul of Achilles, the great runner, who
recognized me. In mournful, measured tones he greeted me by
my tides, and went on: "What next, Odysseus, dauntless heart?
What greater exploit can you plan to cap your voyage here?
How did you dare to come below to Hades' realm, where the
dead live on without their wits as disembodied ghosts?"
' "Achilles," I answered him, "son ofPeleus and flower of
Achaean chivalry, I came to consult with Teiresias in the hope
of finding out from him how I could reach my rocky Ithaca.
For I have not managed to come near Achaea yet, nor set foot on
my own island, but have been dogged by misfortune. How dif-
ferent from you, Achilles, the most fortunate man that ever was
or will be! For in the old days when you were on earth, we
Argives honoured you as though you were a god; and now,
down here, you are a mighty prince among the dead. For you,
Achilles, Death should have lost his sting."
' "My lord Odysseus," he replied, " spare me your praise of
Death. Put me on earth again, and I would rather be a serf in the
house of some landless man, with little enough for himself to
live on, than king of all these dead men that have done with life.
But enough. Tell me what news there is of that fine son of mine.
Did he follow me to the war and play a leading part or not? And
tell me anything you have heard of the noble Peleus. Does the
Myrmidon nation still do him homage, or do they look down
on him in Hellas and Phthie now that old age has made a cripple
ofhim? For I am not up there in the sunlight to protect him with
the mighty arms that once did battle for the Argives and laid the
champions of the enemy low on the broad plains of Troy. If I
could return for a single hour to my father's house with the
strength I then enjoyed, I would make those who injure him
and rob him of his rights shrink in dismay before my might and
my unconquerable hands."
' "Of the noble Peleus," I answered Achilles, "I have heard
nothing. But of your dear son Neoptolemus I will give you all

